Thy riches will leave thee.
Thy might will leave thee:
Thy skill in weapons will leave thee.
Thy horses and chariots will leave thee.
Thy empires will pass away.
Thy castles will crumble down.
They are like dreams.
They have only a temporary reality.
And yet thou art ever busy with the vanishing things of this
O thou hast no  more time to  think  of thy Lord!
O thou hast no more time to think of His children!
It  is all quite plain.
There is nothing strange about it.
Thou witnesses! these passing scenes every day in the play
on  the stage of this world.
Where are the emperors who built up vast empires? Where are the mighty soldiers who distinguished themselves in Where are the lords of wealth who had their seats high on h<
gold and silver?
Where are the clever creed-makers who inflicted tortures on who rofused to bend their necks to the yoke of their creei And yet. thy enthusiasm for the vanities of the world has
diminished !
O thou hast   no more time to think of thy Lord ! O thou hast no more time to think of His children !
O my   mind,   why dost thou not understand these simple Because of thy attachment to the things of this world thou ol many of God's children, thou robbest   God's  children   ol just possessions,  thou deprivest God's children  of their thou dost   humiliate God's poor and lowly  children. O thou hast    made thyself a miserable slave of thy little t O thou hast no more time to think of thy Lord! O thou  hast   no   more time  to   think  of God's children
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